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I may be permitted one incidental remark upon the preval-
ence in former times of these exhibitions. It was the
policy (why should I not call it the virtue ?) of our ances-
tors to make the parental character stand high ; to lift it
into a grand and reverential position, from which its tender-
ness and its condescension were felt for the most part to be
the true earthly image of the great Parent of all. In high
life the lady mother became well decorated with the attri-
butes which poetry had abused upon Pagan divinities, and
the persons who composed her court joyed to behold her in
all the splendours of her rank, receiving the homage of her
family, and rewarding with her smile their juvenile attempts
for her entertainment. Listen to the expiring feudality of
Milton, for the Countess Dowager of Derby at Harefield,

e Mark what radiant state she spreads
In circle round her shining throne,
Shooting her beams like silver threads j
This, this is she alone,
Sitting like a goddess bright
In the centre of her light.

That the poet who had supplied the shades of Harefield
and Ludlow with designs so -exquisite, and who probably
assisted at the festivals among the families of Derby and
Bridgewater, could stoop to the vulgar taste of Cromwell,
and the mystic ravings of Puritanism, is one of the most
difficult problems in the mental science.

At the Haymarket Theatre this season Mr. Colman
revived, with the deep interest which formerly attended it,
The Fatal Curiosity of Lillo. For many years we used to
listen to the pathos of his Barnwell^ and imagine its moral
effect upon the rising generation ; but the times are altered}
and men are altered with them; the Barn wells are
disclaimed by their fashionable successors, who practise the
same vices upon a higher scale, and from other motives.
The former drudge of a counting-house has now more time
to devote to his amusements, and apes the luxuries of his
master. He covets the shooting-box in the country, and
the smart vehicle on the road \ has little to impel him but
vanity, and his Milwood is the choice of ostentation rather
than of passion*